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child,, but that cupper-woman, she won't have
any more . . . eh, eh., eh, boys. . . .

'. . . I'm off to Ollila, to see old man OHila . . .
not a bad sort, if he does come from Kokcmaki.
Drunk as often as I am, shouldn't wonder if he
isn't drunk now, and what's to stop him, him with
a great strapping boy like the hindquarter of a
bear . . . and always plenty of rye. The devil
never gets any poorer, even with all that mash,
... I, I've got a third wife already and a child
coining again . , . cupper-woman bossing the
place, but I'll soon stop women at their games. . . .
Feels good to put women in their place . . . every
one of my wives has tasted the stick and this
one'll get hers soon. . . .*

In Penj ami's veins the spirits he had drunk
coursed at their sweetest; his cheeks glowed like
bunches of rowan-berries, his eyes sought some-
thing near at hand on which he could vent his
good humour. He tried to start a quarrel with
some potato-pickers and asked Husari's brat:

" Is your father at home? "

" Yes,5' answered the boy.

" What's he doing there? "

" Don't know.3'

" He'll be beside your mother," said Penjami,
chuckling with laughter as he turned on to the
track leading to Ollila.

The name of this third wife of Penj ami's was